196                                 SCHILLER AT JENA.                           Part III.

KNIGHT [touches her with his hand: she stands immovable],
Kill what is mortal 1

[Darkness, lightning and thunder.   The Knight sinks.

JOANNA [stands at first amazed: but soon recovers herself].

It was nothing earthly.
Some delusive form of Hell, some spirit
Of Falsehood, sent from th' everlasting Pool
To tempt and terrify my fervent soul!
Bearing the sword of God, what do I fear 1
Victorious will I end my fated course;
Though Hell itself with all its fiends assail me,
My heart and faith shall never faint or fail me.           [She is going.

SCENE X.

LIONEL, JOANNA.

LIONEL. Accursed Sorceress, prepare for battle :
Not both of us shall leave the place alive.
Thou hast destroyed the chosen of my host;
Brave Talbot has breath'd out his mighty spirit
In my bosom.    I will avenge the Dead,
Or share his fate.    And wouldst thou know the man
"Who brings thee glory, let him die or conquer,
I am Lionel, the last survivor
Of our chiefs; and still unvanquish'd is this arm.

[He rushes towards her; after a short contest, she striJces

the sword from his hand.

Faithless fortune !                                         [He struggles with her.

JOANNA [seizes him by the plume from behind, and tears his hel-
met violently down^ so that his face is exposed: at
the same time she lifts her sword with the right
Jiand].

Suffer what thou soughtest 1
The Yirgin sacrifices thee through me!

[At this moment she looJcs in his face; his aspect touches
her; she stands immovable, and then slowly drops 7ier